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Both movie fans 
and regular thea- 
tregoers should 
look for Collier’s 
Dramatic Num- 


ber next week— 
for Charles E. Van 


Loan has written 
‘“Filmland, as It 


Was and Is”, and 


there is an inter- 
view with William 
Gillette and a review 
of the theatrical season 
to date by Heywood 
Broun. Kead these 
and other features 
in the December 
18th issue of 
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THE FIRST JITNEY BETWEEN YAHOO CENTER AND YAPP’S CROSSING 
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iD 1) 
Questionable Benefits 
Penson and editorial philosophy in 

the United States should ease up a 
little on the childish pastime of gloating 
over the benefits that are to a 

Ch) crue to America from the strug 
gle that is stripping Europe of 

her wealth 
picion in the hearts of many 
that such crowing is untimely 


“ 


Ihere is a faint sus 


and ill-advised There is also 
a growing fear that America’s vast material 
wealth may not be a particularly whole 
some thing for her when the row across 
the Atlantic breaks up 

Despite the many smug assurances of our 
own worldly and heavenly wisdom with 
which we nurse our consciences and our 
hopes, there are a few much-to-be-cesired 
things that we are in a fair way to lose du 
ing our present era of lucky-cdog prosperity 
One of them is a reverence of and a capacity 
for self-efllacement, Another is our high 
ideal of patriotism, remnants of which we 
atill fling to the breezes in our less honestly 
conceived public addresses, Still another is 
whole-hearted devotion to an ideal or a 
cause, 

While we sob and moralize over the 
cruelty and selfishness shown by the leaders 
in Europe, we are likely to forget the 
momentous fact that the men who do the 
fighting and the dying and the women and 
children who do the starving and the 
living are most sincere and most noble in all 
that they do and in all that they forego. We 
forget that those ideals which the great 
citizen body in each belligerent nation is 
building for itself and its posterity are the 
ideals that make a state great--and ulti 
mately happy 

Che reading public of America should be 
warned that it is very foolish for America 
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to hope for any lasting good to come to het 
irom the misfortune and the misery of her 
Nations as well as individ 
uals pay a good round price for every great 


“ster nations 


and worthy thing that they acquire 


Self-Analysis 
thes Public Employment Bureau of New 
York City has formulated a series of 
questions to be answered by every applicant 


for a position, if he or she be under 


twenty-one years of age. The superintend 


ent claims that after a clerk has read the 


answers to these questions, and has studied 
the accompanying physiognomy, he can tell 
for what job the applicant is pec uliarly 
fitted 

















Sure the boss has eyes in the back av his head 
Ivery toime Oi shtop workin’ he knows ut! 
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Perhap But a sell-analysis blank is a 
weak instrument for determining anything 
Kew of us are sufficiently 
honest to admit our faults when the admis 
sion may mean the loss of a position. And 
the sharpest clerk in the world could not 


about anyone 


deduce one’s fitness for the position of 
assistant to the first amanuensis of the 
street-cleaning department from a glance at 
one’s face and a consideration of the answers 
to such questions as: 

Who has shown the greatest interest in 
your welfare? 

What is your hobby? 

Would you have remained at school if 
conditions has been to your liking? 

And the climax is reached in this naive 
query: Are you willing to pay the price in 
hard work to attain success? 

\ vision rises of the conscientious candi- 
date, knowing his weakness, scrawling a 
shaky “No” on the dotted line and turning 
his answers in with the proud consciousness 
that even though he has lost a job he has 
told the truth. 


Brief Decisions 
UST because man is enjoined to love his 
neighbor as himself is no excuse for his 
hecoming inordinately fond of himself, 
* 

Che man who made no mistake when he 
married probably saved somebody else 
from making one 

* 

Che world is always ready to listen to the 

man who hasn’t time to talk 
* 

Wisdom is a very useful thing that we 

acquire too late to use it 
+ 


He who friends would have must have 


himself for one. 


©. 429 
pt jes? 
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T HE 


Why the tragic, my dear? 
“ 
S TA 


UCILLE SAMPSON had the kind of 
beauty that made ‘Thomas Gardin 
think much about flowers and churches and 
weddings. Especially 
his own wedding. Es 
pecially the girl, and 
her wedding—and his. 
There was nothing to 
prevent this wedding 
that is, nothing but an 
opera. Thomas Gardin 
attendant popularity 
important, he had 
them for the benefit 
music and scientific research. 
It stood between him 
It acted as a guardian for the 





with the 
More 


used 


rich, 
follows. 
brains, and he 
of art, 

But that opera! 


was 
that 


and the altar. 


orphaned girl, and, forsooth, she needed 
none other! 
At an early age Miss Sampson had 


studied dissonance in music. Having no ear 
for harmony she wrote discords with 
startling facility. Her teacher was one of 
great repute, who received ten dollars for a 


fifteen minutes’ lesson. Teaching dis- 


Maude 
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T H 


By JANE VIVIAN 


sonance was the easiest and most profitable 
teaching she had ever done! Miss Sampson 
soon covered page after page with warring 
These pages were bound into one 
“ Gabrielle’s 


notes. 
ear-rending whole and named 
Dream.” 

When Mr. Gardin heard this “Dream’”’ 
the foundation of his love received a mighty 
wrench, but he had heard some “modern’’ 
music, and he could hear a little more. 

Gently he turned the composer of this 
opera to other thoughts, and nervously she 
led him back to the “Dream.’’ Whether 
Gabrielle was the Angel Gabriel, or whether 
Gabrielle was only one of Lucille’s country 
cousins, he never learned. She had written 
her own libretto, and it could be either one 
or the other, without a change of text. 

Months before, he had said: 

“Lucille, will you marry me?” 

And months before, she had replied: 

“Ves, Tom, dear—I—will—”’ she _hesi- 
tated—‘“ Yes, I will marry you—when you 
get my opera produced.” 

Had she said, “Yes, when you give me a 
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Oh, it's terrible! I can’t think of a soul I can borrow any money from to pay my debts! 


E NIGHT 





Ball player—Here, Jimmy, maybe we can borrow his 
ball, he ain't usin’ it! 
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“If that chimney doesn't stop smoking pretty soon, I'll give it the go-by” 


properly executed deed to the whole of 
Alaska,” he could as easily have become the 
groom at his own wedding. To have pre- 
sented her with Alaska 
in its entirety would 
have been quite as pos- 
sible as to present her 
opera to the public. 

But the girl steadfastly 
refused to marry him 
until after her opera was 
produced. From im- 
presario to conductor he 
wended his reluctant way, only to meet with 
derision. Months became a year. It is 
said that love kills much time, and time 
kills much love, but time could not kill his 
love for the girl who wrote discords in the 
name of music. Desperation drove him to 
madness. Madness drove him to cunning. 

“Lucille, if you will change your opera 
into a symphony, I think I can get it 
produced.” 

But Lucille had not written her libretto 
for the interior decoration of a scrapbasket. 

At the close of another year he said: 
“Lucille, will you change your opera into a 
symphonic poem?” 

Lucille had 
“Gabrielle’s Dream” 
Her friends had become few. 
symphonic poem than nothing,” she argued. 

By the simple process of divorcing the 
libretto from the she obtained a 
“symphonic poem!’ 

Then Tom drew on his last card. He 
went to Paris, accompanied by “ Gabrielle.” 
Mons. Bussy was a personal friend of his, 
and agreed to go through the score. Then 
Tom waited. Patience was not a conspicu- 
ous trait of his, but he acted as though it 
were. He saw Mons. Bussy almost daily, 
but never a word fell from his lips regarding 
the object of Tom’s visit to Paris. The 
latter, however, had a stout heart and he 
kept on waiting. 





become down-hearted. 
had become a joke. 
“Better a 


score, 


’ 


Early one morning, some weeks later, 
Mons. Bussy rushed into Tom’s rooms at 
the Ritz, with very little ceremony, but 
with the “Symphony” under his arm. 
He was in a state of emotional frenzy 
that most soothing to Tom’s long- 
tortured soul. 

“*Gabrielle’s Dream’ is the brain child of 
said, waving the 

Tom’s heart 


was 


a gigantic genius!” he 
“Symphony” on 
leaped and bounded. 
“This new composer is an inspired man. 
his finger on the 


high. 


written with 


He has 





throbbing, thrilling pulse of a starving 
musical world!” Tom had difficulty in 
breathing. 

“This new genius is one of fire. A volcano 
of new sounds, new harmonic hues, multi- 
colored swirls of unblending colors, this 


man will make the souls of musicians 
flame 

“Hold, hold! The composer is a girl—a 
girl!” 


“A girl! A girl! Bring her to me quick— 
quick—ere her fire burns out.” 
“She is an American and only twenty- 
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Little boy—Thank you, grandma, but | wish your glasses didn’t magnify so much 















































Pater—Why don't you marry and settle down in life? 


two!” Inwardly the man thought, “And 
she will be mine—all mine!” 

“An inspired genius at twenty-two! A 
world waits to crown 
her ‘Queen of Dis- 
cord!’ Magnificent!” 

“Will you conduct 
the first presentation 
of this opera?” 

“Yes, yes, a thou- 
sand times—yes! I 
will go to America!” 


+ * . 








Six months later those seeking new torture 
in musical dissonance crowded the largest 
auditorium in America to the doors. Under 
the auspices of Mons. Bussy an American 
girl of twenty-two was making her 
début as the greatest dead or living 
composer. 

Breathless the audience waited for 
“Gabrielle’s Dream,” heeding little 
of what preceded this masterpiece; 
heedless of what followed. 
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Now, what's the matter with Miss Richmonde? 
wrong with her past? | Harold—Too much of it. 


A hush of delightful, palpitating expec- 
tancy—then crashes, turmoils, bells, drums, 
rasping, tearing of nerves, shattering of 
sound, shrieks from delicate instruments 
and thunder from strong ones—much of 
this—long drawn out—and then all was 
over. 

Then the crowd of discord lovers rose— 
enthusiasm was without confines. A girl 
appeared in answer to their hysterical 


demand, and was proclaimed the greatest 
composer of a hundred years. 

As soon as Mr. Gardin could get near the 
star of the night, he drew her aside, his face 
alight with the supreme feeling that comes 
to a man but once in his life. 

“And now, Beloved, mine, I have done 








preL. 





Harold—Her past, father. Pater—Sir, what's 


your bidding. You will grant me my reward 
ere the week ends?” 

In the eyes of the girl there was no 
answering glow—only a cold gleam. Even 
the cold gleam was short lived. Then she 
looked over her shoulder and waved her 
hand to the crowd beyond, still waiting to 
look upon a new-born genius. 

“Your reward?” she said, her face turned 
from him. “I don’t understand.” 

“Our wedding,” said the man. 
wedding, yours and mine.” 

“IT don’t know what you mean by ‘our 
wedding.’” 

“Ah, I see!” The man’s beautiful voice 
had become hollow and metallic. 

“How could it be—now—my wedding— 
how could it be—ever? Iam married 
to music—my life work will be to 
satisfy its demands.” 

“ And you will never marry—me?” 
asked the man indifferently. 

“No! Not now! It is too late, for 
I have wed with Art!” 


“Our 
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EVOLUTION 


Celestine—What a terrible affliction! | Diane—He was born that way. 


Speaking of Speaking 
ANY a speaker who thinks he is fluent is only frequent. 
Oratory in a speech is the cloud effect that completes the 
I always hate to hear a man say he can’t make a speech 
and then take twenty minutes to prove it. 

The worst thing about a speaker who 
says he hardly knows where to begin is 
that he seldom knows where to stop. 

Toastmasters and bill collectors are like 
evils in one respect; they seldom let 
you know when they are going to 
call on you. 

Whenever I want to behold a 
simple-minded peasantry I go watch 
a city audience listening to a lec- 
ture on the psychology of !ocal consciousness. 

The difference between a doctor of medicine and a doctor of 
divinity is that one gives anesthetics and the other gives lec 
tures. Did I say difference? 

A toastmaster is like a boy shooting off fireworks: Often he 
thinks he is setting off a skyrocket and it proves to be a squib. 

At every banquet there comes a time when they excuse 
the waiters and begin the speeches; and many is the time I 
have wished to heaven I were a waiter.—Douglas Malloch 


picture. 





Why? 

OBODY seems to know just why there should be such a 
favoritism shown to studio scenes in the short story and 

the moving picture play. If we accept the current noticns 
that artists are by nature and training moral perverts, and 
that it is the bounden duty of the public to witness and 
think upon their + icious activities, the mystery is solved. But 
if we grant artists a measure of respectability, and if we doubt 
the advisability of a long-drawn-out contemplation of pictur- 


His father, grandfather and great- 
grandfather took daily walks on Fifth Avenue 








esque and thrilling immorality 
the mystery still exists. ~ 
It is almost impossible to con. 
struct a short story or a scenario 
nowadays, without leading the 
beautiful, bread-winning heroine 
into the wicked studio of a hand- 
some artist, where Bohemian 
existence is glowing at white 
heat. Here she is subjected to 
the insults of the artist’s cyl. 
tured millionaire companions, 
Here in a riot of lurid passion 
and low-browed piety she vindi- 
cates your early opinion of her 
sterling character, makes of the 
wayward artist a repentant and 
honorable lover, and hurls herself 
from a tenth-story window to 
save the festered plot from the 
disgrace of having a probable 
denouement. 1. W. Dee. 


Explaining His Homicide 

“Why do you forbid your 
wives to open that particular 
closet?”’ they asked of Bluebeard 
as he was about to decapitate 
his thirteenth spouse. 

“Because they simply will 
snoop in there and give my best 
clothes away to the Salvation 
Army. A man can’t keep any- 
thing unless he has one closet the wife must stay out of.” 

Whereupon they voted that Bluebeard was justified. 


Too Old to Be Fooled 
A man entered a grocery store andordered some eggs. 
“That man always buys fresh eggs,” whispered a small 
egg, peeping out from the depths of the basket. 
“Huh!” scoffed the big egg on top, “yuh can’t tell me that 
I wasn’t laid yesterday.” 


“se 


SHOWING THE DISASTROUS EFFECT OF CHEWING GUM 
AT THE MANCEUVRES 























Crabshaw—More furs? 


A DANIE 


CRYING baby in a New York 

flat! There’s a combination. 

Taken as separate integers, each 

the tearful infant and the non- 

cat swinging flat—has long been 

a constant well spring of joy. Full manya 
quip, good, bad, or indifferent, can trace to 
each as it responsible ancestor. But the 
combination? In the words of the historic 
farmer, “They ain’t no sich animile.” 
Where is the producer of humor who would 
have the hardihood to base his jest upon 
the baby and the flat, conjointly? Were 
there such, where is the editor who would 
have the hardihood to print the jest? As 
our British cousins put it, “it isn’t done.” 
There is no fact better established than 
that in the apartment house the stork is 
persona non grata. In rare instances his 
non-grataness may get by the landlord; in 
rarer instances he may get by the landlord’s 
agent—but the janitor? Never! Facts are 
facts; truth is truth: history is history. 
Napoleon, indeed, said that history is an 
“agreed lie’’—but Napoleon was prejudiced, 





and according te his theory maybe he never 





Why, it was only a while ago I bought you a set. 


L COME TO JUDGMENT 


FASHION’S SLAVE 
Mrs. Crabshaw 


went to St. Helena at all. The crowned heads 
of Europe have worries a-plenty just now, 
without injecting so upsetting a possibility! 

Hence, we repeat, facts are facts, and 
truth is truth. Facts, however, are licensed 





Eugenia—But don’t you believe in heredity? 
Clarence—Yes, indeed! That's how I came by all 


my money. 


Be sensible, my dear. 





Those were summer furs. 


to take liberties with themselves, which 
fiction must not take with them. Truth is 
permitted to be stranger than ficton—which 
isn’t quite fair, either, for truth is seldom the 
pecuniary dependence of a six best-sellers. 

Truth, being stranger than fiction, and 
more human by far than humor, introduces 
to us a real, live, baby in a New York 
apartment house—a baby who cries all night 
and a good part of the day, not, apparently, 
because of ill health or ill humor, but because 

why, just because. Since when has a baby 
been required to procure a license from his 
elders to exercise his lungs, just as Sairy 
Gamp exercised her proclivity for drunk- 
ables, when ‘so disposed?” 

The other cliff-dwellers—older but not 
necessarily better tenants—brought the baby 
into court with intent to eject him from his 
domicile. They described his daily and 
nocturnal offerings as “‘of a peculiar, pierc- 
ing, ear-splitting quality.” The baby’s 
mother says the whole affair, particularly 
the court action, is the most laughable thing 
she ever heard of. 


The judge took the papers. Most judges 





do that-—but not all of them have the good sense to read 
all the news that’s fit to print. This judge did, evidently; 
at any rate he had the good sense to rule that the baby is 
the big noise. Our institu- 
tions are safe! For the baby, 
with The baby—not 
the ejectment — a howling suc- 
A Daniel come to judg 
Albert E. Hoyt. 


costs! 


CCSS, 
ment! 


In the Same Boat 

AM had come home from 

school—-hungry as usual. 
Tossing his spelling-book on 
the kitchen-table, he hastened 
to the pantry and began an investigation of cake-box, cup- 
boards, and cooky-jar. 

Suddenly, the back door-bell rang. Leaving his unprofit- 
able search, Samuel went to-answer. On the steps stood an 
unshaven, long-haired man whose clothes needed a tailor 
and a laundry worker. 

“I’m hungry,” began the stranger in a low, aggrieved 
tone, “and should like somethin’ to eat.” 

“Well, so’m 1,” confided the boy, “but you know I’ve 
been a huntin’ for ten minutes an’ hain’t found a thing!” 





Slang 

AX EASTMAN lectured recently in New York to a 

very select young ladies’ seminary, on slang, taking as 
examples the choicest bits culled from the daily vocabulary 
of another young ladies’ seminary. He gave as his opinion 
that slang was virile and expressive—an altogether admir- 
able means of presenting certain forms of thought. In this is found 
a parallel to Victor Hugo’s views on the subject. 

If slang is,as Hugo says,a growth or development of a language, 
it is surely a healthy symptom. A language without slang would 
be, to borrow a phrase from O. Henry, as lifeless as a beef-stew 
And even a Very Select young ladies’ seminary 

may have this 

f philological shoot 
grafted. to its 

trunk of pure 
English without 
suffering any 
harm therefrom. 
Slang isthe em 
bodirhent of the 
hodie libi, 
mihi spirit. It ups 
and it will not 
down. Out of the 
mouths of babes 
is a language cre 
ated. What was 
jargon yesterday 
is current today, 
and will be obso- 
KISSES ' lete tomorrow. 
= Only the best, the 

$1°° EACH |i, choicest bits re 


BENEFIT fi), | main a. 
is | nent addition to 
RED CROSS Bi the language. 
‘FUND And it is best to 
endure the great 

CawSTere |. GAC» mass of uncouth 
monstrosities 


without an onion 
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HER FACE VALUE 








Mrs. Peck—Josephus, what in the world do you mean by chuckling to yourself in that 
manner? 

Josephus—It says here that 192 wives brought divorce cases into court and not 
a single husband appeared to protest. 


that abides for a day in order to save a few jewels to help make 
the English language still more emphatically the most complete 
medium for expressing thought in the world. 


As of 


—" WAS the night before Christmas, and all through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse.” 

Were the stockings all “hung by the chimney with care, 

In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be there?" 

Had “Mamma in her kerchief and Lin my cap 

Just settled ourselves for a long winter's nap?’ 


Today 


Not so you could notice! Each child had gone out 

To its favorite movie, somewhere round about. 

Instead of being tucked snugly up in their beds 

With “visions of sugar plums”’ filling their heads, 

They sat in dark parlors while many a scans 

Of bloodshed and horror flicked over a scene 

They hadn't a moment for Santa Claus guff, 

But had you referred to such silly “‘old stuff” 

They each would have sneered at your old-fashioned notions 


And turned to their pickfordesque, chaplinoid potions. 


And mother and [ had no time for it, nay, sir! 

We knew where they'd put on a new Bushman play, sir! 
And Grandma, who commonly stayed with the house, 
Was out for a regular four-reel carouse 

With some other damsel of similar age, 

Who still had a leaning to go on the stage. 


These “nights before Christmas” when “all through the house” 


“Not a creature” is “stirring, not even a mouse,” 
Don't ever expect to find folks in their hay 
With visions of joy for the following day! 
Instead, hunt around ‘mid the neighboring flickers 
Where Pickford and Chaplin are handing out snickers; 
Where “ cowboys” no cattleman ever would hire, 
Are hanging some villain with grimaces dire! 

-~Strickland Gillilan 
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THE SAD TALE OF A MISGUIDED REFORMER 


By F. GREGORY 


H"* MADE a monster painting of the finish of the world; 
He showed the Money-god on top, the flag of freedom furled; 
He showed the Afric races 
Sitting in the highest places, 
And the highly educated in the mournfulest of 
cases; 
He hung it in a salon, just to teach the world a 
le: son 
He thought it would make something for the 
wiseacres to guess on 
But the people, peripatetic, 
Must have missed his touch prophetic, 





tremely unesthetic!”’ 


He wrote a little novel, dealing with the social crime; 
He showed in burning paragraphs the evils of the time; 
He showed the frightful dangers 
From the city’s night-time rangers 
To the innocent and beautiful who happened to be strangers. 
He put it on the market, with the following dedication: 
“Go, little book, and educate the Daughters of the Nation!’ 
But when daughters should have sought it, 
’T was their Pa’s and Uncles bought it, 


And they read it—chuckled “Hot one!” and the daughters never got it. 


’ 





For the kindest thing they said was, “How ex- 


HARTSWICK 


He wrote a piece of music, couched in Mendelssohn’s best style, 
Whose chords and minor changes could be heard for half a mile. 
(He hoped to raise the Masses 
To the level of the Classes, 
And make them, as they listened, put for growlers demi-tasses.) 
He gave a hundred copies to some people that, he knew, 
Were much in need of uplift, and he bade them play it through; 
And they started in to do it, 
But when only half-way through it 
They said, ‘Lordy! What a phony bit! You can’t dance nothing to it!” 


He said unto himself, he said, “‘I am misunderstood; 
I've done my little darnedest to make terra-firma good: 
With Music, Art, and Lit. 
I have waded into it, 
And it hasn’t changed a single jot—it’s not improved a bit! 
There’s no more use in living—I will make myself a martyr; 
I will start my soul to glory, with bichloride for a starter.” 
So he did. And now my claim is, 
What a funny business Fame is! 
For the only thing the world said was, “I wonder what her name is 


Insulted Both 


Hokus—Why do those two girls hate you so? 
Pokus—I once told them they looked alike. 
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HE DAY is done, and I desire a quiet evening by the fire, 
reclining in my easy chait, without a worry or a care. I have 
a corking book to read—what more, for comfort, does one need? 

I’m half way through with Chapter One, in which the hero gets 
his gun, when Wife remarks, “The fire is low, so, William Henry, 
kindly go out to the shed, with dauntless soul, and bring in forty 
kinds of coal. You ought to do such things, indeed, before you seat 
yourself to read, and then you wouldn’t have to rise with fury 
glowing in your eyes.”” I bring the coal and feed the fire, and try 
to hide my righteous ire, and stretch out in my cozy nook, to read 
once more that corking book. I’ve got to where the hero goes to 
throw the harpoon in his foes, who have abducted Mary Jane, a 
heroine both safe and sane, when comes my wife, with fretful mien, 
and promptly queers that peaceful scene. 

“The rain is falling,” she remarks, “enough to float ten Noah’s 
arks, and you had better go, old scout, and put the tub beneath the 
spout, so it will catch that precious juice, which is the best for laundry 
use. I told you just the other day, when you that washtub took 
away, that you'd forget to put it back; so now go hunt around the 
shack, until you’ve raked it up again, and put it where ‘twill catch 
the rain.” 

I lay my treasured volume down, and spring three adjectives, a 
noun, and sundry interjections, too, which make the atmosphere 
seem blue. And then into the storm I go, and wander grimly to and 
fro, until that dratted tub I’ve found, and dragged it my abode 
around. The rain runs down my swanlike neck, the mud converts 
me to a wreck, and when I’ve to my chair returned, all kinds of 
language I have burned. 

The hero takes the villain’s trail, and says, “I'll ride him on a 
rail.” The book grows warmer as I read; now I'll enjoy myself, 
indeed. Alas, the chronic, dreary bore who has his residence next 
door, has come to talk about the war, and what the kings are scrap- 
ping for. He'll sit around and talk and talk until the striking of the 
clock proclaims the dawning of a day; I sigh and put the book away. 





Club Lexicon 
LUB—Any number of male or female persons who at periodic 
intervals club together, i.e.. knock the rest of humanity. 

Club life—What the bachelor divorces himself from when he 
marries ‘‘the best girl in the world.” 

“Putting one up at the Club”—A good Samaritan act, wherein 
at 3 a.m. the out-of-town member is placed in bed on the top floor. 

Club foot—See Gout. 

Club restaurant—A room where Indigestion increases in a direct 
ratio with the amount of foodstuffs consumed. 

Clubhouse—1. Any small building situated on a golf course. 
2. The local precinct police station. 

Policeman’s Club—Sometimes termed a night-stick, which, being 
translated, can mean a man who hangs out at his club all night. 

Club sandwich—Occurs when the meat of an argument is held 
between well-bred members. 

Ace of clubs—A life-saver, when it’s the one needed to fill a 
straight. 

Well-known Clubman—Synonym for well-known mathematician 
—always figures in divorces and other court cases.—Don Bregenzer. 





Many a man makes so much noise blowing his own horn that 
he can’t hear Opportunity when she knocks at his door. 
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WHAT HE NEEDED 


Usher—Opera glasses, sir? | Secondro—No, thank you. But I'll 
take a periscope, if you have one. 
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HE NEWCOMES were envied by many because of the style of 

their establishment and the imaginary things that style implied. 
The servile retinue that ministered to their ease knew better than to 
envy them. 

Mrs. Newcome, handsome and brilliant, went her way. New- 
come, virile but much older, behind whose back men winked and 
women whispered, was a law unto himself in matters that related to 
his impulses, while he ordered his house in line with the conventions. 
They were seldom seen together. One phase of social recognition 
she had failed to win, and other phases that sought to win her she 
despised. 

Mrs. Newcome was being served alone at dinner one evening 
when Newcome, unexpected, entered quietly. He caught a smile 
on her face that vanished as he came. They ate in restraint, almost 
in silence. 

When dinner was done he followed her upstairs. As he entered 
her boudoir she dismissed her maid by a glance. 

“You were smiling as I entered the dining-room,” he said. 
“You never smile on me.” 

“You married me to ornament your establishment, did you not? 
I am candid enough to say I married you for money,” she replied. 

“I didn’t marry you as an inanimate ornament, like these.” He 
waved his hand at tokens of luxury. “I’m tired of this empty 
domesticity.” 

“Is your life really so empty in a domestic sense—in the sense of 
companionship? It wasn’t when we made the bargain. Our 
understanding was plain.” 

“You may be ornamental. But you are nothing more—here.” 

“Nothing more. I never intended to be anything more—here.” 
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“But we shall come to a new understanding. The law doesn’t 
recognize any such conception of marital duty.” 

“The law can neither force you to change your habits nor me 
against my inclination.” 

“Very well.”” He turned to go. “I leave tonight for the Country 
Club. I'll give you two days in which to change your mind.” 

She did not even turn toward him as he went out. As the purr 
of his departing motor subsided she went to a telephone. She spoke 
almost in a whisper. ‘At the same place, dear, at ten o’clock,” she 
concluded. Listening a moment her face glowed, and with a 
“‘Sh-h-h!”’ she hung up the receiver and rang for her maid. In half 
an hour she was on the Avenue in her limousine. 

Mrs. Newcome was at her telephone at eleven the next morning 
when her maid, knocking gently, entered. 

“Mr. Danver is still waiting,” said the maid. 
wait until he sees you.”’ 

“You told him I was out?” 

“Ves, madame. He laughed in my face!” 

“Very well. I'll go down.” She frowned as she followed the 
maid. 

Mr. Danver was standing as she entered the reception room. His 
look of admiration was colored by insolence. 

“You are impertinent,” she said, “after what should have been 
our final conversation.” 

“T didn’t consider it final.” 

“You make it impossible even to continue acquaintance.” 

“You shall make it possible.” 

“Shall?” 

“T think so. Or know what regret means.” 


“He says he'll 





Stranded Motorist —Madam, have you an extra tire about you? 


“A threat! What a cad you are!” 

“Am I? Let’s face the facts. I wanted to marry you. You 
declined. I want you yet. You married a man twice your age, 

because he could give you greater luxury, 
even though you knew his character.” 
“If I had cared at all for you, do you 
think I should have married him?” 
= mn “And yet you are throwing yourself 
away on Santelli—an Apollo of the dancing 
parlors—a social grafter—a “ 

“What do you mean?” She gave him a 
look in which fear and rage were mingled. 
“You—you sneak!” 

“Tf I’m a sneak you’ve made me one.’ What if Newcome knew 
you were with this fellow in a cabinet particuleur in that queer French 
restaurant in Bleecker Street last night?” 

“So you are employing detectives?” 

“No. Detectives aren’t to be trusted. I happened to be in the 
adjoining cabinet. And what would Newcome think if he knew that 
within a week you have converted his pre-nuptial gift—valuable 
securities—into cash, some of which no doubt you have given this 
parasite!” 

No verbal expression could possibly embody the contempt in 
her glance as she pointed at the door and left him. 

“TI am going away foc a fortnight,”’ said Mrs. Newcome over the 
"phone to Newcome at the Country Club, as soon as she could collect 
herself. “‘I wish to be reasonable. Please defer your decision until 
I return.” 

That afternoon she boarded the Flyer for the South. Santelli 
happened to be taking the same train. 

A limited train enforces its right of way. On a suburban crossing 
of the boulevard leading from the Country Club the Flyer struck an 
auto containing two men who were speeding cityward. They were 
ultimately identified as Harold Danver, a well-known man about 
town, and Archibald Newcome, who, as the newspapers had it, 
“leaves a widow and an immense fortune.” 








Be sociable, like the barber; he is always scraping acquaintances. 
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Lady—Sir! I'm well bundled up, that’s why I look that way! 


Acrostic 


C hildren’s chaotic choices carefully considered, 
H ilarious Householders hurrying happily homeward, 
R epetitious remarks revealing riotous rapture, 


Ingenious ideas infallibly indicating interest, 


S everal secrets steadfastly suppressed, showing successful strategy, 
T ired travelers triumphantly terminating trips, 

M others making multitudinous midgets merry, 

A unties actively assisting at alf affairs, 

S anta,—simply steadily stuffing stockings! —Elizabeth Penn Thorne. 


A Cinch 


Mrs. Crawford—If you’re separated from your husband and 
don’t speak, what do you expect to get out of him for Christmas? 


Mrs. Golightly 


Alimony. 


Prevailing Fad 


Freddie—How is it you're not going to have any Christmas 


tree this year? 


Willie—Mamma says there is hardly room to dance as it is. 


Feminine Finance 
Madge—Did you 
buy all your Christ - 
mas presents? 
Marjorie I 
thought I had, but 
I must be mistaken. 
I find I have some 
money left. 


Back from Eden 

Brown—Back to 
townagain? I 
thought you were a 
farmer. 

Green—You 
made the same 
mistake I did. 
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Old song: “Just as the son went down. 





























Lady Eglantine Et Al. vs. the Motor 

HE HEN is renowned for her lack of wit. How many times 

have we seen her flap from a place of security on the side of 

the road, and scutter with frantic cluckings under the very wheels 

of our automobile! How many times has she, oblivious to our fran- 

tic hootings, serenely searched the flinty bosom of mother Road for 

one more nourishing chunk of gravel, “in maiden meditation, 

fancy free,”’ till our onrushing non-skids laid her low! How futile 

her wings, how gangling her legs, how generally minute her brain! 
And yet— 

Down in Delaware a Hen—a plain White Leghorn Hen—has 
laid three hundred and fourteen eggs in one calendar year. She did it 
in a contest at Delaware College. It is impossible to state what 
psychological reaction the excitement of competition might produce 
in the Hennic consciousness; but the awesome fact remains that 
nearly every day Lady Eglantine gave to the world one of those 
gracious spheroids, the contemplation of which fried and garnished 
with the succulent Ham, or pinkly poached on toast, has ever had 
the power to move the souls of men. 

Can any automobile, whatever its speed and power, boast as 
much? As domestic animals, automobiles are failures. They produce 
nothing except odors and profanity. How much better the activities 
of Lady Eglantine and her ilk! 

If all the Hens were Motor-cars, 
How awful it would be! 
Police-traps, fines, and prison-bars, 
Would wait for you and me 
But if it were the other way, 
We'd sing with glad Amens, 
As fifteen cents for eggs we'd pay 
If Motor-cars were Hens'—F. Gregory Iartswick. 


Sound Advice 
If you are in the habit of being an innocent bystander take 
treatment for your innocence or cease bystanding. 























WHY HE FOUGHT 


Percy—My great-great-grandfather fought for liberty all through the American Revolution. 


Belle—Ah | divorce was so rare in those days. 





“ WASHINGTON, D. C.” 


I cannot tell a lie 


Secret Service 


“I wish that waiter would stop staring at us.” 
“Yes, I don’t like his policy of watchful waiting.” 


Ballades of a Gay Week-Ender 


Popular Hosts 
LIKE my hosts of high degree, 
Who strive to make lite more or less 
A thing of sheer frivolity, 
And rid it of its strife and stress. 
I like those homes, I must confess, 
Where sounds the merry poker-chip. 


I say, ‘God bless them!’”’ And God bless 


The host who will not let you tip! 


Good fortune often comes to me; 
I am a lucky wight—ah, yes! 

I visit mountainside and sea 
I’ve worn to shreds my evening-dress. 
I haven’t much. My happiness 

Lies not in wealth. Each weekly trip 
Would cost me quite a lot, unless 

I found hosts firm against the tip! 


There's Mrs. Aberquistworth-Lee 

I can’t afford her week-end mess, 
She has nine footmen; and, you see, 

My purse is never limitless. 

And then the Duc and dear Duchesse— 
I must avoid their joke and quip; 

They keep a hundred maids, I guess, 
And let you tip, aod tip, and tip! 


L’ Envoi 
Prince, I am often in distress— 
T love to pack my little grip 
Thank God you and your poor Princess 
Will never, never let me tip! 


—Charles Hanson Towne. 





JUDGE’S MOTION PICTURES 








AE PROFESSIONAL 
BOX OF SAFE-CRACKER 


CHRISTMAS EXTRACTS A BOK 


ARRIVES ON His I 
ANNUAL VISIT TO 
THE HOUSE OF 
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A Box of Christmas Cheer, or How Christmas Cigars Can Sometimes Be Useful 
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And Jimmy never could understand how teacher knew he was reading “ Deadwood Dick” instead of his geography lesson. 


A Christmas Eve Monologue 


Time: Ten o'clock. Place: Bed. Speaker: Ted. 


«| JUST wonder if it’s so? 

Bob an’ Jim had oughter know, 
‘Cause they both are older’n me; 
Bob is nearly “leven, an’ he 
Says he knows for sure an’ Jim 


Says his Pa owned up to him.” (Yawns) 


“An’ I guess it’s maybe right, 


So I’m goin’ to watch to-night. (Blinks and yawns) 


I'll let on . . . to be asleep, 
Then... I'll take a teeny peep... . 
Bob says . . . that our Mas an’ Pas 


Santy Claus. 
(Blink, blink) 


Isthe only ... (yawns)... 


watch them fill . . . the socks, 
(Pause) 


“Tl just . . . 
Same as Jim did with his folks . . . 
Then I'll see them . . . sneak away 
To the door . . . (blink, blink) an’ then I'll say, 
‘O you Santy Claus’. . . . an’ then 
inbe ¢6 6 6 POINT Go Se pee, he 0 Gar ee 
Gee! It’s Christmas! An’ he’s been!” 

Frederic k Moxon. 


(deeh sigh) . . 


Who Owned the Train? 

Passenger (to colored porter)—Excuse 
me, but please tell me when the breakfast 
car opens— 

Colored porter—We’s just had our coffee 
and rolls, so it’s all ready for the guests now. 
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He—Madam, will you please give me something to eat? I've seen 


a lot of trouble. 


—Hum ! I suppose you're a chauffeur out of a job. 








Sentiment 

ALF the world thinks the other half 
has no sentiment. That is be- 
cause half the world never stopped to 
consider carefully what sentiment is. 
Everybody on the hither side of the 
grave has sentiment, because senti- 
ment is merely feeling. If you feel a 
certain way about a thing that is 
your sentiment about it. But all peo- 
ple do not feel the same way about 
things. Therefore there are as many 
different variations and permutations 
of sentiment as there are things to 
think about and people to think about 
them. If your sensory organs are 
sympathetic to a certain kind of senti- 
mental stimuli, you have one kind of 
sentiment, but if not, you remain un- 
moved. Half the world doesn’t stop to 
figure this out. Half the world merely 
notes that the other half is not senti- 
mental about the same things in the 
same way, and therefore concludes that 
the other half is not sentimental at all 
but merely cold, callous and coma- 

tose —E. O. J. 


One on the Professor 

“Has anything ever been discovered on 
Venus?” asked the stu- 
dent in astronomy. 

“No,” replied the 
old professor, whose 
mind had slipped a cog 
and transported him in- 
to mythological fields, 
“not if the pictures of 
her are authentic.” 


A Very Short Story 


N A dark night, a 
mysterious figure 
crept, step at a time, 
putting first one foot in 
front and then the 
other, across the mea- 
dow, thence over a gul- 
ly, and then away into 
the bushes. In a mo- 
ment it emerged from 
the other side, and with 





HELPING THE NEEDY 


Fashionable lady—Take this money and buy yourself 


some decent and proper clothes. 


feathery tread continued in the direction of 
a lonely looking house that was enveloped 
in the inky darkness of a clump of trees. 
Then the hands of the dark figure that had 
moved so cautiously through a side gate and 
into the rear yard, reached forth and after 
fingering nervously at a door, disappeared 
inside, closing it gently behind him. Soon 
the figure emerged and slunk away and was 
completely swallowed up by the darkness. 
CONCLUSION 

Next day, Washington Jones, colored, had 

chicken for dinner. 


Retort Courteous 
Blase shopper (10:30 P. M. Christmas Eve) 
—QO dear! How disagreeable the clerks all 
are to-night. I wonder what they are 
peeved about? 
Shop-girl—The manager just told us we 
wouldn’t have to work tomorrow. 





When a woman will, she will; and usually 
that is just the beginning of it. 














Grocer—We have some nice fresh mistletoe, ma'am. 


EVERAL stray rats have taken up at 
the home of Sim Flinders. He thinks 
if any more come he will be compelled to 
build another room to his house. 
# 

Washington Hocks, after being bothered 
with spells when he could not breathe, has 
undergone an inspection by the Horse Doc- 
tor, who advised him to hereafter sleep with 
his feet out the window. 

# 

Miss Fruzie Allsop expects to have her 
new dress completed and ready for public 
opinion by next Sunday. 

* 

Fit Smith was out this week with his 
axe cutting down all the ambushes around 
the Hog Ford moonshine still house. 

x 

A map of the United States has been 
stolen from the Wild Onion school house. 
The Depity Constable is working on the 
case and believes that some foreign spy has 
been in our midst. 
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LAZYTOWN LOCAL NEWS 


By GEORGE BINGHAM 








A mule driven by Clab Hancock got scared 
at Miss Flutie Belcher Tuesday morning and 
ranaway. Clab received several slight inju- 
ries and had the handle broken off of his jug. 

# 

Luke Mathewsla has come to think that 
the world is gradually shrinking up, as it is 
not half as big as it was when he was a boy. 

. # 

Columbus Allsop, had he had the advan- 
tages of an early training, might have 
developed into a sleuth equal to the town 
marshal at Tickville. As it is, still he is 
possessed of great ability in that line, dis- 
playing as he does considerable shrewdness 
when the occasion demands. Friday morn- 
ing he observed the track of a mink in his 
back yard near the chicken roost, and, get- 
ting his pencil and paper, he copied it off 











Miss Elderberry—Young man, mistletoe causes a frivolous and unhygienic habit. 


and started out through the Gimlet creek 
bottoms in search of the owner. After 
hunting for many hours and examining a 
multitude of minks large and small, he was 
at last rewarded with success, having found 
the animal the track fitted, and returned 
home with him. 


The Tickville Tidings of last week con- 
tained a very striking poem from the pencil 
of Miss Hostetter Hocks. The poem is 
lengthy and is entitled “The Dawn of 
Autumn.” This is the same poem Miss 
Hocks wrote on the advent of spring, last 
May, and has only had to make some 
changes here and there. In reconstructing 
it, she put a faded, down-and-out look on 
all the flowers, took all the sap and vigor 
out of the corn fields, and set a lot of crickets 
to singing the funeral of the dying weeds. 
Then, in the ninth verse she moved the sun 
over to the south several miles, made the 
sun rise later, and substituted mosquitoes 
for butterflies. 
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By CYRIL 


HE CURTAIN dropped on the telephone message of Jean 
Paurel to his about-to-be-latest inamorata, and the audience 
began to upheave here and there as men struggled into their coats 
and women adjusted their cloaks. (Why can’t a man wear one of 
those slip-easy things to the theatre instead of a top-coat?) I saw 
the Critic surrounded by a small coterie of admirers, and hastened 
tohim. I wanted to find out whether his opinion of the play corre- 
sponded with the distinctly favorable impression I had received. 

“But don’t you think that, as a matter of technique, the work 
of Ruth Allen left something to be desired?” asked one of the circle 
—a tall, thin man, with longish hair. 

“The matter of technical analysis doesn’t enter into the discus- 
sion,” said the Critic. ‘‘The real point at issue is, Did the play, as 
a whole, and including the really excellent work of Mr. Ditrichstein, 
please us? We should not dissect too closely a piece of dramatic 
writing like ‘The Great Lover.’”’ 

“I think you are wrong,” replied the other. “Is not the true 
function of criticism an inquiry into the merits or demerits of a 
piece of work ?” 

“True criticism is not analytic,” said the Critic. ““The Public 
analyzes. The difference between a critic and the Public is the 
same as that between a diagnostician and a surgeon. We give 
opinions; the Public, by its attendance, operates; and the box- 
office receipts show the condition of the patient.” 

The Tired Business Man and his wife approached us, engaged 
in conversation. 

“I can’t conceive what you see in that thing 
to gush about,” the Tired Business Man was say- 
ing. “Personally, I’m not keen about following 
the trials of a manager of a lot of tempera- 
mental stars. And a glimpse into the private 
life of the Sun of the constellation doesn’t inter- 
est me.” 

“But—” began Mrs. Tired Business Man. 

“Oh, yes, I'll admit that it’s a good play; but 
it doesn’t appeal to me. I suppose we all have 
our points of view.” 

“A point of view becomes valuable as such only 
when it conflicts with the point of view of someone 
else,” said the Critic oracularly. “Apparently the 
play did not please us all.” 

What might have been a very acrimonious dis- 
cussion was prevented by the arrival, with pre- 
monitory rustlings, of the Débutante. 

“Aren’t you wild over Leo Ditrichstein?”’ she 
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ANDREW 


asked, oblivious of the long-haired man at the Critic’s side. 
“T’ve never been so thrilled by anyone—oh, I beg your par- 
don.” This to the Critic’s companion, against whom she had 
brushed. 

The Critic made haste to achieve the social amenities. 

“Miss Débutante, allow me to present Mr. Impresario,” he 
said. 

The Impresario kissed the Débutante’s hand—a proceeding 
which reduced her to round-eyed silence—and immediately 
launched forth. 

“The work of the company as a whole was excellent,” said he. 
“The play was well written, the situations remarkable in their fidel- 
ity—allowing for the exaggerations necessary for the stage—to 
life; Mr. Ditrichstein cannot be too highly commended.” 

I thought it would be well to say something, as the Impresario 
was evidently warming up under the influence of an audience. 

“T took your advice,” I said to the Débutante, “and saw ‘ Hoheit 
Tanzt Walzer.’” 

“Oh! And did you like it?” 

“To be perfectly honest, I did not,” I replied. ‘‘ But the stock 
company which performed it had a great deal to do with my lack of 
enjoyment. The music was—well, it was Germanly fine. The lines 
were clever; but there was no escaping the fact that a stock com- 
pany was doing the performing.” 

The Suburbanite, having fought his way up the aisle from the 
second row, paused to gather his breath. 

“T wonder,” said the Tired Business Man 
in an aside to me, “why it is that people who 
have to hurry out after a show invariably sit as 
far front as possible?” 

An answer to his query was not forthcoming, 
as the Suburbanite spoke. 

“That,” he pronounced, “is my idea of SOME 
play.” 

The Tired Business Man snorted; but as even 
his wife was arrayed against him, held his peace. 

“T see,” said I, with an eye to averting a 
possible troublous time, “that ‘Back Home’ has 
left the Cohan Theatre.” 

The Débutante, the Tired Business Man, and 
the Suburbanite opened their mouths—to say 
“T told you so,” I suppose—but the Critic raised 
his hand. 

“No,” said he. “De mortuis nil.” 

And no one said even “ nisi bonum.” 























A Question 


Buenos melones! Pero que buenos! (Dib de Tito). 


Good melons! 
Blanco y Negro (Madrid). 


People We Never Meet 
The man who says, “I have it on the 
worst possible authority.”— Punch (London) 


SN  _—- 





But which are good?— 




















Ex-aspirating! 


The Raider (to his victim)—Horful thing 
these ’ere hair raids, Sir! 


—Sketch (London). 

















Polite Jack 


‘Warum nimmst Du mir den Hut ab?” 
“Das war unser Lehrer, der vorbeiging, Onkel . . . 


den hab’ ich gegrusst!”’ 


“Why did you take my hat off?” 
“Our teacher went by, Uncle, so I bowed 


to him.”—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 





After the Wedding 


“*Dein Papa hat mir eine Mitgift von zwanzigtausend 
Mark versprochen, wann zahlt er sie denn aus?” 

“Gott, wenn er dir zwanzigtausend Mark versprochen 
hat, hat er zweitausend gemeint—und auf eine so ge- 
ringfugige Summe wirst du doch verzichten konnen!” 

“Your Pa promised to give a dowry of 
twenty thousand marks. When is he going 
to pay?” 

“Well, if he promised twenty thousand 
marks he meant two thousand, and you 
ought not to insist on such a trifling sum!” 

Meggendorfer Blaetter (Munich). 
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Efficacious? 

Herr Huber hat sich ein Buch uber Geflugelzucht 
gekauft, in welchem steht, wie sich der Ertrag der Eier 
auf das Doppelte steigern laszt—das liest er jeden Tag 
dem Federvieh vor. 

Mr. Huber has bought a book on poultry 
raising in which is told how the producing 
of eggs may be doubled. He reads it every 
day to his poultry.—Fliegende Blaetter 
(Munich). 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 
Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


py ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 
Again the Inconsistent Sex 

y passing the woman suffrage amend- 
its on election day men had the 
ance to retire to home life the thousands 
{ women who decorate soap boxes and 
geam in the public ear the fundamental 
sinciples of government asking that they 
e applied to women equally with men. 
they had the chance to banish to the home 
se endless women who invade every public 
geeting held for any purpose under t he sun 
sith the plea that they be permitted to 
site their version of the Declaration of 
Independence from the platform... 

All over the campaign states stockings 
gent undarned that literature might be 
lded. Husbands sat alone by evening 
imps while wives worked at suffrage head- 

ers. Men had it in their power to 
cange all this and they refused. 

Didn’t this refusal prove that men’s de- 
wtion to woman as a homekeeping animal 





WHY MOTHERS WANT THE VOTE 


ismere lip service? Didn’t it mean that he 
tally prefers her on the soap box and the 
platform and that the peace of the evening 
lamp quite by himself is not distasteful to 
him? 

Didn’t he show himself on election day 
to be the same man we have known for 
4ges, protesting with eyes raised to heaven 
that the woman he admired was the home- 
keeping woman and then hiking as fast as 
tis legs could carry him to sit at the feet of 
some actress or other member of her sex 
whose life was passed in defiance of his ex- 
pressed conviction of what a woman should 
do or be? 


Every Knock Is a Boost 

[! may be that Ocean county felt a bit 

foolish when it found itself standing all 
done in New Jersey on October 19 as the 
oly county that gave a majority for woman 
suffrage. 

It may be that Ocean county perked up 
and felt like a leader of fashion when on 
November 2 it found the whole state of 
Pennsylvania knocking at the door of the 
aly of Brotherly Love with a majority 
vote for the same cause. What matter 
A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott's 


. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C. W 
Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. : Pe Ady.) 

















NOL A—chocolate-flavored 

sugar wafers. Confections im- 
prisoning chocolate-flavored cream 
filling in an exquisite combination. 
Always appropriate, always appre- 
ciated, always delicious. 


FESTINO—AI1mond-shaped 
confections enclosing a filling 
of almond-flavored cream. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT 
COM PANY 
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The “MIDGET” Emblem 
DISTINCTIVE — DIGNIFIED 


appeals to members of lodges and societies by its 
unique size. Retains withal the individuality of 
the Orders themselves. (Illustrations actual size.) 
Screws in point of lapel. 


In Solid Gold, 50c. 


Be An Artist 


AKE Money Drawing Comic Pictures. Let the 
world’s famous cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 
spill a few ideas into your head. Get the Zim Book— 


1. Woodmen of World = a 

2. Odd Fell 3 Men's Bible Class °° ° . 

% Redmen i on & Aon it’s chuck full of valuable suggestions. Price $1.00 
4 Knights Columbus chanies . P ° ° 

5. Modern Woodmen 15. Knights Pythies postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Morocco. Satisfaction guar- 
6 Masonic 16. Knights Templar - ° 

7. Ball& Cane Masonto | 17. Moose. anteed. Money back if book returned in ten days. 

& brine 18. F. 0. Eagies 

9. Trowel Masonic 19. Grotto Masonie 


10. Slipper Masonic 20. Old Glory 
11. Keystone Masonic 21. The Bell 


Write for those nol listed 
THE PHILADELPHIA BADGE CO. 
126 N. 8th St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


Address Zim Book pesk r2-11 
BRUNSWICK BUILDING NEW YORK 
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Pajamas a Night Shirts ,, ,, 
uidiné star to comfort one» 
E Rosenfeld & Co Balto and New York u' 


Outdoor sleepers 


Trade. Mark in endless variety 
Reged - 
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Hotel 
Marie Antoinette 


66th & 67th Sts. 
NEW YORK CITY 








Broadway 


SITUATED in the most convenient location in 
town. Modern in every detail, absolutely fire- 
proof, within ten minutes of the leading depart- 
ment stores, shops and theatres. Convenient to 
Pennsylvania and Grand Central Depots. 


Rooms, with Bath, $2.50 Per Day Up 
Suites, $4.00 Per Day Up 
ROOMS $1.50 PER DAY UP 


Restaurant of Unusual Excellence 


H. STANLEY GREEN 


Managing Director 


50 A Month 


.The master-- 
ous piece of watch 
manufacture—adjusted to 
the second, positiors, tem- 
perature and isochronism. Encased 
at the factory into your choice of 
the exquisite new watch cases, 


19 Jewel 


AB chars for both Burlington 


nd women. The great Burlington Watch sent on 
simple request. Pay at the rate of $2.50 a month. You get the 
watch at the same price even the w je je © must pay. 


Write Today for Free Watch Book ..s5p:: 



























of all the newest designs in hes thal ve to choose our 
Same and eddress on 8 car levenoughy Get thie offer while lasts, 








The Ideal Tour to Mexico, Panama 


or the 


California Expositions 


NEW Gi 






ORLEANS 


**The Paris of America’’ 


Offering delightful variation from the Winter abroad, with 
all the attractions of a Continental city 


The St. Charles 


Finest all-year hotel in the South. Perfectly appointed and 
accommodating 1000 guests. 


ALFRED S. AMER & CO., Ltd., Props. 


Send for Folder 












if Philadelphia, unmindly of the fact that 
the Declaration of Independence went forth 
from its portals to astound the world, 
slammed the door in the face of a reform 
which finds its justification in that same 
Declaration of which Philadelphia boasts? 
Woman suffrage is at the door of every com- 
monwealth in the East and Elbert Hubbard 
was right when he said, “Every knock is 
a boost.” 


Heard After Election Day 
mi ALL, the wimmin got a bigger vote 
than Taft in New Jersey, and a 
bigger one in New York than Taft or Roose- 
velt in 1912 or Glynn in 1914. Those 
fellers ain’t got nothin’ on the wimmin 
anyhow.” 

“Oh, those suffrage arguments! Those 
objections answered! Have we got to 
listen to them for another year or so? 
Why didn’t the men give the women the 
vote to shut them up?” 

“Hum! forty-two percent of the vote was 
cast for suffrage in New York state. If it 
is as close as that, next time the voter will 
retire his instinct to the junk heap, get out 
his gray matter and dust it up, and vote 
according to his intelligence rather than his 
prejudice.” 


The Final and Moving Argument 

Americans are dubbed “money chasers.” 
They never miss a chance to resent it or, it 
would seem, to prove it. The late suffrage 
campaign is a case in point. 

The canny anti-suffrage speakers talked 
one minute about not dragging unwilling 
women to the polls to vote and nine minutes 
about doubling the cost of elections if equal 
suffrage was granted. 

The suffragists started the campaign on 
a high moral plane and kept it there till 
circumstances forced them to come down 
off their high horse and defend their reform 
as a business proposition. 

So in the last hours of the struggle they 
were found rounding up the testimony of 
the governors of equal suffrage states and 
spreading it broadcast to prove that votes 
for women produced no mounting of the 
tax roll, exactly as the woman in the home 
has proverbially assured her husband that 
the dress she wanted him to buy for her 
would not eventually add one cent to the 
total cost of her wardrobe. 


Rediagnosed 
“T should like to make your case my 
study,” said the Eminent Specialist. 
“But I haven’t a cent,” objected the Case. 
“Did I say my study? My vestibule, 
I meant—this way out, please!” 


Hard Part 

Friend—So you are going to have a 
real old-fashioned English Christmas, even 
though you are in a New York flat? 

Englishman—Yes; and I’ve got every- 
thing almost arranged, only I’m having an 
awful time getting the Yule log into the 
radiator. 











Every Married Coy, 


and all who contemplate Marriage 


Should 


this complete informative book 


“ M4 
The Science of a New Life” 
By JOHN COWAN, M.D, 
Endorsed and 
medical ond religious ‘crits ta ugh . 
the U. S. Unfolds the Secrets of : 
happiness, so often revealed too 


book like it to beh © late! No 
only give a few aa at the Price. Wecay 








, cha : 
here as this book is not menatie say 
(Agents wanted.) 
Marriage and Its Advanta: 
to Marry. Law of Choice. Love ayes 
Qualities One Sheuld Avoid in Choosi 
atumy of Reproduction Amativeness, © qi 
nence. Children. Genius, ; 
Conception. Pregnancy. Conf emen . 
LIGHT SLEEP. Nursing. pm Tw. 
tled Life is Secured PY Mar. 
Descriptive circular givin 


table of contents mailed FREE and complety 


SPECIAL OFFER 
The regular price is 


$3.00. In order to 
introduce this work 
into as many neigh- 
borhoods as possible 
we will, for a liznited 
time, send one copy 
only to any reader of 
this Magazine, post- 
paid, upon re- 
ceipt of $2.00 








J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., $4 Rose sine 
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Hotel Powhatan 


WASHINGTON, D. Cc, 
PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE 
H and EIGHTEENTH STREETS, N, w. 











Overlooking the White House, offers every comfort and 
luxury, also a superior service. uropean Plan. 


Rooms, detached bath, $1.50, $2.00 up 
ooms, private bath, $2.50, $3.00 up 


Write for Souvenir Booklet and Map 
E. C. OWEN, Manager 
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Rich Cuban Ci 

can’t break you, but they will make you a staunch, permanent 
customer of French’s Cuban Specials. That's why we've 

to extra expense to place this sample box of five genuine 
smokes of the choicest flavor and fragrance in your hands at less 
than cost. Will you prove it for yourself—to-day? You mk 
nothing! Send 2be silver or stamps. We pay postage. 
FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. 9. Statesville, N.C. 











The Best Xmas Gift 
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The famous Piedmont line. 
Any of our 100 styles and dlesigns sent 
on 15 lays’ free trial. We pav the freight. 
A Piedmont protects furs, woolens and plames 
from moths, mice, dust and damp. Distinc.ively 
beautiful. Charmingly fragrant. A real money and worry save. Prd 
b yh yr Finest Xmas, birthday or wedding gift. Write today 
‘or big free Sb-page catalog. 
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO., Dept. 39. Statesville, LG 
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ji tic Retort—The drill sergeant was real mustard, and the 
its were having a bad time. migea 
The weather had been very wet, and the parade ground was still slippery. 
‘a9 a movement smartly, as an example to his men, the sergeant slipped 
god fell full sprawl, and, naturally, the “rookies” could hardly repress 
bet mi up with all the dignity he could muster, the sergeant’s eye fell 
a Murphy’s grinning face. “Well, you grinning ‘yena! he roared. ‘‘What’s 
igting you? Do you see hanything funny? ae 
“No, sur,” gurgled Murphy, tactfully. “But, shure, Oi wuz just thinkin 
shat 2 laugh we cud have had if it had been anywan ilse save yersilf, ser- 
peant "—London Answers. 


Wonderful Trick—‘ Now, ladies and gentlemen,” said the conjurer, 
yying to make his husky voice impressive, “I will conclude my entertain- 
gent with truly a wonderful trick. It is a feat which must be seen to be 
ielieved.” “i . sik 

After a lot of difficulty he borrowed a shabby silk hat from his village 
udience. Turning it upside down to prove there was nothing inside, he 
yat placed it brim uppermost on his little table and proceeded to produce 
eggs from its depths. | 

The audience watched with goggling eyes, and then burst into wild 

lause. vf . 

“And now,” the magician went on, bowing his thanks, “I will show you 
hat, although the hat is empty, there is inside it the hen that laid those 


Putting his hand into the hat he withdrew a fluttering, squawking fowl, 
shich he placed on the table, and turned to face the applause. 

Instead there was a wild yell of laughter. He turned in amazement, 
which changed to horror when the fowl shrieked: 

“Cocka-doodle-do-o!’’—Philadelphia Record. 


Knew His Man—Monsieur wanted the picture hung to the right; 
madame wanted it on the left. But monsieur insisted that the servant should 
hang the picture according to his orders. Consequently Joseph stuck a nail 
inthe wall on the right, but this done, he also went and stuck another in on 
the left. 

“What is that second nail for?”’ his master inquired in astonishment. 

“Tt’s to save me the trouble of fetching the ladder tomorrow when 
monsieur will have come round to the views of madame.”—Argonaut. 


Savage Hunger—Mary and Tommy had been to hear a missionary 
tak at Sunday school. 

“Did he tell you about the poor heathen?” father inquired at the 
dinner table. 

“Ves, sir,’ answered Mary. ‘He said that they were often hungry, 
and when they beat on their tum-tums it could be heard for miles.”—New 
York Evening Post. 


Within Her Rights—A woman mounted the steps of the elevated 
sation carrying an umbrella like a reversed saber. An attendant touched 
her lightly, saying: 

“Excuse me, madam, but you are likely to put out the eye of the man 
behind you.” 

“Well, he’s my husband!”’ she snapped.—Chicago Herald. 


Logical—“‘ Why don’t you move into more comfortable quarters, old 
vt 


“I can’t even pay the rent on this miserable hole.” 
Well, since you don’t pay rent, why not get something better? 
S. Louis Times. 


_ Too Sour—Professor Copeland, of Harvard, as the story goes, reproved 
lis students for coming late to class. 

“This is a class in English composition,” he remarked with sarcasm, 
‘ot an afternoon tea.” 

At the next meeting one girl was twenty minutes late. Professor Cope- 
lnd waited until she had taken her seat. Then he remarked bitingly: 
“How will you have your tea, Miss Brown?” 
‘Without the lemon, please,” Miss Brown answered quite gently.— 
Christian Register. . 


Not His Fault—Sergeant (disgustedly to Private Jones)—Stop' 
‘ t waste your last bullet. Nineteen are quite enough to blaze away 
ithout -_ the target once. Go behind that wall there and blow your 
out. 
Jones walked quietly away, and a few seconds later a shot rang out. 
heavens! Has that fool done what I told him?” cried the ser- 
fant, running behind the wall. Great was his relief when he saw Private 





Jones coming toward him. “Sorry, sergeant,” he said apologetically, 
another miss.” — Boston Transcript. 
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Jt takes Nature ages 
to make a mellow land- 
scape—it has taken Nature 
and age to make Cascade’s 
meliowness. 

Original Bottling 
has Old Gold Label 


GEO. A. DICKEL & Co. 
Distillers 
NASHVILLE, TENN. 
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Will you give one family a 


Merry Xmas Dinner? 


We are but your agents— 
you are the host. 


300,000 poor people 
cheered last Xmas in the 


U. S. by The Salvation 


Army. 


Help us in this way to 
get close to these people. 
Give them at least one 
happy day in the year. 








$2.00 Feeds a Family of Five 





Send ns to COmmander Miss Booth 


118 West Fourteenth Street, New York City 
Western Department, Commissioner Estill, 108 North Dearborn Street, Chicago 
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A Year Before The Father 
of His Country Took The 
Oath of Office 


Carstairs Rye was the country’s stand- 
ard. Each succeeding year has shown 
increased popularity. Used “straight,” 
or in High Balls, Carstairs Rye— 
in the non-refillable bottle—has no 
superior. 
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You know these trade-marks through National Periodical Advertising 


We hear much about trade- 
mark protection without realizing 
that it is a double protection. 


If a manufacturer puts out a 
worthy article the trade-mark pro- 
tects him against the competition 
of articles not so worthy. 


If a manufacturer puts out an 
unworthy article the trade-mark 
protects the public against the 
second or continued purchase of 
the article which has been found 
unworthy. 

It is this second protective 
character of the trade-mark which 
reacts so effectively on the quality 
of the goods which bear the trade- 
mark. No man can afford to 
brand his product if the mark will 
only show people what to avoid. 


National advertising, in con- 
junction with trade-marks, can pro- 
mote the sale only of good articles. 
For national advertising can only 
move people to try the goods adver- 
tised. If the trial is satisfactory 
the trade-mark shows people what 
to buy next time. If the trial is 
not satisfactory the trade-mark 
shows them what to avoid and 
the money spent for advertising 
has been wasted. 

Trade-marks and national ad- 
vertising are the two most valu- 
able public servants in business 
today. Their whole tendency is 
to raise qualities and standardize 
them, while lowering prices and 
stabilizing them. 


J udége 


The Happy Medium 


MEMBER OF 


THE 


QUOIN CLUB 


THE NATIONAL PERIODICAL ASSOCIATION 


AIAMONDS <x3i7 


2 Py ET us send you any Diamond you may select from our cata. 
$30 


8 offer you a great saving. 


a beautiful Diamond. 


logue so you may be convinced that our IMPORTERS’ 
PRIC 


We furnish a guarantee certificate with every Diamond ard allow the full purchase price 
on all exchanges. We will send express prepaid any Diamond or other article. for examina- 
tion and approval, you to be the sole judge as to whether you keep itur return it at our expense. 

Write today for our FREE catalogue de luxe 32, and see how easy it is for you to own 
L. W. SWEET 00., Inc., 2 & 4 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK CITY. 
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““Whaddya gonna do tonite?” 
“I dunno. Whaddya gonna do tonite 


“cc 


I dunno.” 
“Who else will play?”—Carnegi 
Puppet. — 


Uncle Si Says—Uncle Si says that th 
$10,coo a month aviator forever refutes the 
idea that you can’t live on air. Some phil 
osopher, eh, wot?—Texas Longhorn. 


Don’t—Do not lend money to yow 
enemies or your friends. Beyond that, gp 
as far as you like.””—Brunonian. 


It’s a Burning Shame—“ And now the, 
are making light of me,” sighed the quarte 
as it tinkled into the meter.—Gargoyle. 


Impertinent? — Well-meaning friend- 
Charles, I wish that you would stop smok- 
ing. Do you realize that if you hadn't 
smoked for the last three years, you could 
have had an automobile by this time? 

Charles—Haven’t you smoked for the 
last three years? 

Well-meaning friend—Certainly not! 

Charles—Well, where’s your auto? 
Lampoon. 


Get a Decision—‘He called me a 
ass!” 

“Don’t stand for it.” 

“What’ll I do?” 

“Make him prove it.” —Tiger. 


Tobacco 

Tobacco is a dirty weed, 

I like it. 

It satisfies no normal need, 

I like it. 

it makes you thin, it makes you lean, 

It takes the hair right off your bean. 

It’s the worst darn stuff I’ve ever seen. 

I like it. —Penn State Frith 
Poor Fellow!—‘ Poor fellow, he’s # 
orphan.” 

“Are his grandparents alive?” 
“Oh, no.” 

“Poor fellow.” 

““Worse than that.” 

“What else?” 


nt 
“His great-grandparents are dead, tw 


“Poor fellow.” —Jack o’ Lantern. 
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Passing the Mustard 


ining It—“I think I can explain 
; Now, I ask you for a kiss. That’s 
nye,’ 
jnitiative. " 
And I refer you to mother. 
“Um That’s the referendum.” —Louis- 


Courier-Journal. 








ing But—‘“If a man has the 

he can get anyt hing he wants and the 
wants it.” 2 

: % know about that. There’s the 

soft-boiled egg.” —Browning’s Mag- 


gine. 


Her Comeback—Evangeline—How do 
like my new hat? 

valine I think it is charming. I had 

woe just like it last year.—Philadelphia Eve- 

nme Ledger. 

A Symposium—“ Pa, what’s a sympos- 


jum? : ; 
“It’s a sort of meeting, my boy, so called 
iecause a lot of simps usually pose at 
‘em.”—Baltimore American. 


Regular Wages—“ Does you employer 
gve you any kind of a stipend for your 
week's work?” 

“Not much he don’t. He pays me 
eglar wages.” —Baltimore American. 


Evening Up—‘‘You’ve had plenty of 
nin in your section.” az 

“Yep. Hurt my crops, too. 

“Will you lose much money?” 

“No; [’ll break about even by hauling 
utos out of mudholes.”—Pittsburgh Post. 


As Usual—Patriotic belligerent—How are 
you going to describe and comment on this 
ir? 


Press writer—I am going to tell all im- 
portant facts and put the blame where it 


Patriotic belligerent—There; I knew all the 
time that you were bitterly prejudiced 
against us!—Longville Leader. 


Hard to Get Along With—“ Hard to 
get along with, isn’t he?” 

“Oh, yes. He is as quarrelsome as a 
pacifist.” —Kansas City Star. 


Very Easy—M other (annoyed)—I don’t 
se, Elsie, how you can be so naughty. 
Esie—Why, Mamma, it isn’t a bit hard. 
—Bosion Transcript. 


The Place—‘“I want to write a descrip- 
tion of a pack of wolves. But where can I 
find a pack of wolves?” 

“You might make some satisfactory 
studies around my _boarding-house.”— 


Spokesman Review. 


Hot Air—“Have you hot air in your 
apartment?” 

“Have we? You just ought to hear the 
landlord telling what he is going to do for us.” 
—Baltimore American. 





His Method—“ (re you sure you thor- 


oughly understand that question you at- 


| tempted to decide?” 


“ ” . oO . 
No,” replied Senator Sorghum; “but 
ees 





GREAT BEAR SPRING W ATER 
. “ Its purity has made it famous "’ 
0c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles (ADVT.) 





MIAMI 


PALM AS 2&RY ONS Y 
BEACH This semi-tropical land of smiling skies and blue 

water is best and most comfortably reached by 
HAVANA direct steamers from New York. 


TAMPA sated $637° 


. Leaving pe Bre Saturday of any we at hey M. via ge Line, ms 
ave a restful and invigorating sea-voyage down the coast, passing the gem-like 
KEY WEST Florida Keys and arrive on the fourth day at Key West, the “American Gibraltar" 
—entrance to the “American Mediterranean” —with its great Naval and Military 
Stations, sponge fisheries and famous cigar factories. Interesting side-trips can be 
SAINT a.» to Havana, Cuba, or, via — Railway,” to Miami, Palm Beach etc. 
ntinuing on same steamer, another day's voyage brings you to ampa— 
P ETERSBURG gateway to the famous resorts of the West Coast; St. Petersburg, “The Sunshine 
City,” Belleair, or Pass-a-Grille—noted for year ‘round surf bathing, fishing, etc. 
From Tampa by a short rail ride to Sanford; you then embark on that wonderful 
J ACKSONVILLE “Daylight and Searchlight” trip on the St. John’s River —“The American Nile” 
—through a wealth of tropical scenery with glimpses of alligators, birds of 
beautiful plumage, and picturesque native settlements, until you reach Jacksonville 
CH ARLESTON P —_ again you can plan side-trips to gay Atlantic Beach or quaint old 
t. stine. 
Retniog northward from Jacksonvill. by Clyde Line steamer, a call at Charleston reveals much 
of interest, with forts Moultrie and Sumter of Civil War fame, the Charleston Navy Yard, old 
ALL Cathedrals, and Se ee ens eee 
Another two days of complete relaxation aboard ship from Charleston, brings you to New York 
SOUTHERN and ends a most interesting and altogether satisfying tour. 
Stop-over allowed at any point 
RESORTS Tickets good until May 31 


Other exceptionally attractive tours at very low rates 


CLYDE-MALLORY LINES 


Pier 36, North River, New York 
DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES 
BOSTON, 192 Washington St. PHILADELPHIA, 701 Chestnut St. NEW YORK, 290 Broadway 


The he eley Treatment 


TAKES AWAY THE 
APPETITE FOR DRUGS OR DRINK 


Drunkenness and drug using are nervous diseases. Our scientific treatment restores nerve cells 
to original unpoisoned conditions—does not nauseate. No inconvenience experienced in discon- 
tinuing the use of our remedies. Half a million successfully treated in thirty-five years. 


FOR INFORMATION WRITE TO FOLLOWING KEELEY INSTITUTES: 


Hot Springs, Ark. Riloxi, Miss. Columbus. Obie Seattle, Wash 

Los Angele;, Cal., Marsh-Strong Bldg. Dwight, Ul. Oklahoma City, Okla. Wankesha, Wis. 

San Franciseo, Cal.. Douglas Bldg Marion, Ind. Philadelphia, Pa. 812. N. Broad St. Wirni .» Man. 

Jacksonville. Fla, Plainfield, Ind. Pittsburg, Pa., 4246 Fifth Ave Gaate City. Guat. 

Grand Rapids, Mich. Crab Orchard. Ky Omaha. Neb., Cor. 25th and Cass Sts Mexico City, Mexico 
733-35 Ottawa Ave., N. W. Portland, Maine Salt Lake City, Utab London, England 
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Fire Prevention 


Y 

wouldn’t 
dare do 
this with 
Benzine, 
Naphtha or 
Gasoline 


Cannot burn 
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‘or Safety’s Sake—Dem 


ARBONA 


7 - 
Cleaning Fluid 
Removes Grease Spots Instantly 
Cleans all materials without injury to fabric or color. 







Madras, Net, Lisle, Flannel, Serge, Gauze, Chiffon. 
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White Kid Gloves Opera Capes Tapestries « Veils 
Silk and Satin Slippers Ribbons Rugs Hosiery 

wear ‘oats, Cloaks Carpets Lingene 
Feathers Neckties Piano Keys abots — 

esses Coat Collars Cloth Uppers Typewriters 

Parasols Furniture Covers Furs Auto-A pparel 
W raps Portieres Blankets 





15e, 25c, 50c, $1 Size Bottles. All Drug Stores. 


Silk 
Satin, Lace, Wool, Cashmere, Cotton, Velour, Felt, Velvet, 















Don't send me one cent—just let me 
it to you as! have done for 67,532 others 
last six months. 


cures, or , or pads 
success—I don’t care how dis 


which relieves you almost instantly of the 


FOOT REMEDY CO. 





Instant Bunion Relref 
Prove /1 At My Expense 
ox 


I claim to have the most success- 
ful remedy for bunions ever made and I want you 
to let me send you a treatment Free, entirely at 
my expense. I don’t care how many so-called 

you ever tried without 
ited you are with 


you a treatment absolutely 

FREE. It is a wonderful yet simple home wemedy 
in; 1 

the cause of Sopanee and thus the ugly 


3512 West 26th Street, Chicago, Ill. 











SPARE TIME ONLY 


LEARN AT HOME 





Graduate correspondence students 
most successful at bar examinaticns. 






oO 
bi w 
coach 


ass Bar Examinations, 


d jal off: d 
Heats he te 


LA . . 
AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL OF LAW, Dept. 2470, Manhattan Bidg,, Chicage 





ur_ method of instruction same 
HARVARD, MICHIGAN and other 
Law Schools. GUARANTEE to 
ates failin 


to 


rite 














AL 


Established 1821 
Send for Booklet 


New York Distributors 








halves the gloom 
Bunker Hill Breweries, Boston 


PARK & TILFORD 














ity $999,599.99. New unique principle 


anyone. Sent prepaid for $2.50. 
wacted. J. H. BASSETT & CO. 
5921 Indiana Ave., Desk. 1, 





New $2.50 Automatic Adder 


Absolutely accurate, quickly and easily oper- 
ated, durably made. All metal casing. Capac- 
Saves 
time, brain work and eliminates errors. Thousands of 
plessed owners. Biggest value ever offered in an adder 
Guaranteed acourate for one year, Makes ad ling easy for 
Order today. Agents 


Chicago, Il 





WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


Protect your ideas, they may bring 
and “How to Get 
Randolph & Co., Patent Attor- 


simple thing to patent. 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” 
Your Patent and Your Money.” 
aeys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 


| 


| 
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I fancy I expressed myself in terms suffi- 
ciently obscure to prevent anybody else 
from taking enough interest to call me 
down.” —W ashington Star. 


She Told Josiah—‘Isn’t that a Bou- 
guereau?” asked Mrs. Oldcastle as they 
stopped for a moment to look at the new 
picturese 

“Oh, my, no,” replied her hostess, Mrs. 
Nurich; “it’s a lion. But I told Josiah when 
he brought it home that it looked a good deal 
more like one of them things you mention.” 
—Chicago Tribune. 


? 


He Was Truthful—Broad—By the way, 
old man, do you remember borrowing $10 
from me six months ago? 

Short—Yes. 

Broad—And you said you only wanted it 
for a short time. 

Short—And I told the truth. I didn’t 
keep it twenty minutes.—New York Sun. 


What She Misses—‘‘A rich woman 
misses much in life.” 

“As to how?” 

“She can’t run out to the back fence 
when she gets hold of a choice bit of gossip. 
She has to get up a tea or reception, and by 
that time the news is stale.”—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


His Job—“I never hear of Walker, the 
pedestrian, any more. What’s become of 
him?” 

“He’s working for a real estate concern, 
establishing records between the houses 
they sell and the station. When they tell a 
man a house is ten minutes’ walk from the 
station they are in a position to prove it.” 
—New York Times. 


Calming Her Fears—Excited lady— 
Why don’t you interfere to stop that dog- 
fight ? 

Bystander—I was just a-goin’ to, mum; 
but you kin calm y’r fears now. My dog 
is on top at last, mum.—Buffalo Courier. 


A Suitable Match—‘“So you think 
Katherine made a very suitable match?” 

“Yes, indeed; you know what a nervous, 
excitable girl she was. Well, she married a 
composer.—7 it-Bits. 


Regret—‘Why did everybody cry in 
that last death scene?” 

“Because they knew the actor wasn’t 
really dead.” —Topeka Journal. 


Caught a Tartar—The lawyer was en- 
deavoring to pump some free advice out of 
the doctor. 

“Which side is best to lie on, Doc?” 

“The side that pays you the retainer.” — 
Cincinnati Enquirer. 


The Cause—“ What 
social unrest?” 

“The desire,” replied Mr. Dustin Stax, 
“of the workingman for leisure and of the 
leisurely man for something to keep him 
busy.” —Washington Star. 


is the cause of 


After the Explosion—Chem. prof.— 
Didn’t I tell you to notice when that beaker 
boiled over. 

Assistanti—I did. It was exactly five 
minutes past eleven.—Texas Longhorn. 








Hotel Imperial 


Nearer to Everything than Anything 
Broadway, 31st and 32d Streets 
NEW YORK CITY 


600 rooms, single or en suite 
$1.50 per day up, with bath $2.00 up 
A new innovation in Broadway’s leading Hotel | 
Our new popular priced restaurant is now the 
Mecca of the Travelling Public for luncheons | 
and dinners. Cuisine and service unexcelled | 
Excellent facilities for weddings, banquets, 
dances, etc. : 
Tea Dansants daily, except Sunday, 
in the Palm Room, 4t07 P. M. 
Sunda, Evening Concerts in the Red Sal: n 
at 8.30 P. M. 
Make your reservations for Christmas 
and New Year’s Dinners Now 


Send for circular and map of New York City 


WILLARD D. ROCKEFELLER | 


Manager 











You Cant Lose Your Key 


If You Carry Them in a 


DANDA LEATHER KEY CASE 


With Your Name Stamped in Gold Leaf 
25 By Mail | 40 With Pocket 

Cc Postpaid C for Pen Knife 
Convenient, prevents keys from rusting, saves cloth- 
ing and is a neat case for the pocket. Made of 
strong, black leather with key ring and your name 
handsomely stamped in gold letters on the case. 


Write for Ulustrated Catalog of Danda Leather Goods and Noveties 
; * DANDA JE. MFG. CO., 82 John St.. New York 


now buys a dazzling Lachnite Gem. Their 
brilliance is eternal—they stand fire and acid 
testa and cut glass like diamonds. Cost but one- 
thirti.ch as much. in solid gold. The newest 
designs. Sold on FreeTrial. See our newjewelry book. 
Write for Big Jewelry Book ¥ 95727". 
enough. No obligations whatever. Write today—now. 
HAROLD LACHMAN COMPANY 
Michigan Avenue. Dept. 1/9 «» 




























STUDENTS 
Publishes Cash Art Assign 
ments, lessons and articles on Cart 

trating, Lettering, Designing and Talk 
ing. Criticises amateurs’ Interesting, 


heipful, artistic, UNIQUE. Clare Briggs, Ry 
Walker and other noted artists contributes 
MN will please you. $1 per year. Send NOW, ctamps or billte 


LOCKWOOD PUB. CO., Dept 88, 








SEXUAL KNOWLEDGE 
By WINFIELD SCOTT HALL, Ph.D. M.D. 
rela Tye of tr tea Somer eo 


Relationship during engagement and ma-Tiage. Sexual a 
cause of soekal evils, crime, ete. New and comptenns Tihus. ; 326, pes 


ONLY $1.00; postage 10c. extra; mailed under plain wrapper. 
American Publishi 851, A-1i2, Phik. 


Write for offer to agents and mail-order 


9 PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 
M | will send you all newspaper clip- 
pings which may appear - 
you, your friends, or any subject on which you ma want to 
“up-to-date.” Every newspaper and periodical any 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, #5 
for 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 


FORD JOKE BOOK 


All the latest and best funny jokes, and stories —— 
eutometee. — pitney jen Movin Picture 

okes. ok by mai ED ENTS. 

IKE PUBLISHING CO., Desk 4, SO. NORWALK, CONS 
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A man’s character may be told by the company he keeps. 
do not need help in choosing your 








What Sort of Character Are You Creating for Yourself? 


You, of course, 


friends—but—are you establishing a good 


mental character with these friends by associating with the best minds? 
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Gives the same air of distinction 
’ 
Titles of These Wonderful 
Volumes 
Vol. I. THE ORIGIN OF SPECIES: 
SURVIVAL OF THE FITTEST, ETC. 
By CHARLES DARWIN 
Vol. Il. THE ORIGIN OF SPECIES: 
AFFINITIES OF ORGANIC BEINGS, 
ETC. 
By CHARLES DARWIN 
Vol. Il. EXPRESSION OF THE EMOTIONS IN 
MEN AND ANIMALS. 
By CHARLES DARWIN 
(MANY INTERESTING ILLUSTRATIONS) 
Vol. IV. THE FEMALE OFFENDER: 
THE CRIMINAL TYPE IN WOMEN, 
THE SOCIAL EVIL, ETC. 
By PROF. CAESAR LOMBROSO 
(PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED) 
Vol. V. MAN’S PLACE IN NATURE 
By THOMAS H. HUXLEY 
ULLUSTRATED) 
Vol. VI. SOCIAL STATICS OR ORDER 


By HERBERT SPENCER 


Vol. VII. FRAGMENTS OF SCIENCE AND LES- 
SONS IN ELECTRICITY ' 
By JOHN TYNDALL 
(ILLUSTRATED) 


Prof. Francis B. Crocker, Past President of the Ameri- 
can Institute of Electrical Engineers, nas contributed a 
very interesting introduction to Prof. Tyndall's ‘‘ Lessons 
in Electricity” in which he sketches the history of the 
Science of electricity and magnetism, and the development 
of their practical application, from the earliest recorded 
dates of their discovery down to the present day. 




















Books That Startled the World 
and Agitated Society with a 
Revolutionary Ferment 


These great scientists studied life from every angle. 
They will help you solve its problems. They will open 
your eyes to an understanding of its mysteries—to an 
appreciation of its potentialities. 

No other books are so replete with ideas that can_be 
turned to practical advantage by the unscientific reader. 
You will want to real them not once, but often, and each 
time you will find fresh entertainment and discover new 
food for thought. 

The story told in The Origin of Species is as wonderful 
as any tale of oriental enchantment. This book revolution- 
ized modern thought. Where formerly there was chaos of 
speculation and theory, it substituted a revelation of 
Nature’s immutable laws. 

We are seeing the results of the application of these 
laws in the physical and mental improvement of the 
human race. Their application to economic problems has 
already added untold millions to the wealth of nations. 


Prof. Lombroso’s Book on 
Criminology 


As an illustration of the wide scope of this set, there is 
the volume on The Female Offender, by Prof. Lombroso. 
No more startling revelations can be found anywhere than 
those contained in the picture he draws of one aspect of 
the underworld in this book. The Social Evil is as old as 
creation. We find references to it in the records of the 
earliest civilizations. The descendants of Jezebel and 
Messalina are to be found in every stratum of society. The 
lair of “‘The Scarlet Woman” is located in almost every 
community. No study of Sociology therefore is complete 
that does not take into account her malign influence, and 
the correct measures necessary to combat that influence. 
Prof. Lombroso’s work made an epoch in criminology 
because of the wide scope and systematic character of his 
researches. 











When social and business acquaintances scan the contents of your bookshelves—what impression do they receive ? 
“Show me a man’s books and I'll tell you what he is,”’ once declared one of our big captains of industry. 


The Library of the World’s Greatest Scientists 
DARWIN—SPENCER—HUXLEY--TYNDALL—LOMBROSO 


i and discriminating taste to the home as would a valuable painting by a world-famous 
artist, or a choice piece of furniture by Chippendale, Sheraton, Heppelwhite, or the other great eighteenth-century craftsmen. 





A Handsome New Edition Just Off 
the Press at Less Than Half 
the Regular Price-NOW 


Notwithstanding this great reduction in price, the 
books are issued in a style superior to that in which 
they have ever appeared before. 

Each volume is 8 in. x 514 in. 

The binding is a rich dark green, silk ribbed cloth 
with gold paneled backs, finished with gilt tops and silk 
headbands. 

The volumes are printed on a pure white paper in 
large, clear type. 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 


By assuming all the risk and expense in the manufacturing, 
we have been able to make a very favorable contract wit 
Messrs. D. Appleton & Co., the publishers of these celebrated 
books, for the right to print from their newest plates a fine edi- 
tion of the works of Darwin, Spencer, Huxley, Tyndall and 
Lombroso comprised in The Library of the World's Greatest 
Scientists. Conditions in the publishing world have also made 
it possible to secure very low figures for printing and binding 
on large orders that will keep the plants steadily at work. But 
only in case book-buyers respond quickly, and thereby enable 
us to keep the presses going on reorders, can we undertake 
to maintain this price, which we reserve the right to 
advance without notice. 


Money back if not as represented. BUT YOU MUST 
SEND COUPON NOW. 





ATTACH COUPON AND $1.00 TO YOUR LETTERHEAD 





Brunswick Subscription Co., 449 Brunswick Bidg., New a 


a 

= 
Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 7-volume set of The 
World's Greatest Scientists, to be shipped, charges prepaid, as 
soon as published. I agree to remit $1.00 a month for six 
months following receipt of books, or to return them at once 
if not as represented, you to refund my $1.00. 


a ee » MD. 000dss0008badnunnne 


EME lila AE ills 























The three vital features 


of your 
Christmas Grafonola ’ 






















For, oft course, ur new instrument will be a Columbia, 
if it Is a question of musical quaiit of certainty of lasting 
enjoyment. Judge the superiority of the Columbia Grafonola, 

7 1] 
lirst of all, upon its iperb tone. 
7 O7Te. 
e 

Tone is the oul of must And tone perfection depends fully as 
much non the entific eX tt ot the reprod ing me nism of the 
instrument itself pon the original recordi proce rl perfected 
reproducer and tor irm of the Colur i Grafonola is the crowning 
achievement in this branch of the t he to I rried from the repro- 
ducer needle to the « oO tom er through one continuous 
uninterru | ‘ 

(Ince vou realize the tone | of the Columbi Cot fonola, 
playing Col bia Record ) f we believe vou will never 
wain t brilliant and round 
and natural. 

7 ome CA (r hy 
e 

With the Columbia ou have ever possible grad tion of ton t your 
command Dh mtrol lea ilt o the one richt 1 iple ot 

trolling tone-volum« nad the vide variety of needl vailabl give 

Lat ind all degrees of tone-volume, from the lightest pianissimo to the 
resoundin i » fil | 

* 
* 

Your Grafonola, equipped with the indi idual record ejectors, an 
exclusive Columbia feature, ts ideal in it nvenienct Your records are 
racked indivi lly u lvet-lined slots that automatically clean them and 
protect them against breaking and scratching \ numbered push-button 
controls each re rad i push of ft button bring iny recor forward to 
be taken betwer the thuml 


COL 


Graphophone 


Box L-445 
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dc) Company 


~*/ Woolworth Bldg., N. Y. 


K SCHWEINLER PRESS 











